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and there, at least thirty feet below, was poor Sambo struggling
in the ice and water with only his head showing, like a drowned
rat. The wall was perfectly vertical and I could see not the slightest
possibility of climbing down it. I ran back to see if a row-boat was
available anywhere, but the policeman on duty at the palace entrance
shook his head and didn't seem in the slightest degree interested.
There didn't seem to be a place anywhere where I could climb into
the moat and swim to the dog, and at that moment I saw no chance
whatever of saving him. But when I got back to the spot, there was
Sambo, shivering in the midst of a large crowd of people and motors
who had stopped to look on or to help.

It appears that Motosawa, our chauffeur, a passing taxi driver,
and a delivery boy had managed to climb down that perfectly sheer
wall of the moat with the aid of a rope, and by digging their fingers
and toes into the cracks had rescued the poor little animal, who had
somehow climbed into a small crevice. It was a courageous thing
for them to do because a single slip would have meant a serious
drop on to the ice below, and it was a big drop ; Sambo was very
lucky not to have been killed outright by the fall. I tried to get the
names of the man and the boy who had helped, but the taxi had
gone and the delivery boy absolutely declined to tell his name or to
accept a present, and I could only shake him by the hand. Anyway,
we got Sambo home and after half an hour in front of an electric
heater and some warm milk he was as fit and frisky as ever.

Count Kabayama, to whom I told the tale after lunch, said it
would make a good story for the press and asked if he might send
me a correspondent from the Asahi. I received him and told him of
the appreciation: of the help given and my desire to get in touch
with the two anonymous rescuers. The next day the story, with
Sambo's picture, was nicely spread in the Asahi and also in the
Advertiser, so that Sambo is now a well-known public character,
and when Alice takes him out driving she sees people pointing to
him as he stands on his hind paws looking out of the window. The
episode was a nasty shock to Elsie and me. I suppose that Sambo
had either frisked over the edge of the moat or that Kim had
unwittingly brushed him off. We certainly love those dogs,
both of them.

JAPANESE FAMILY EVENING-WITH MUSIC

January 20, 1934

Dined at the Azabukis', who do things extremely well, a lovely
table, beautiful old plates, and a perfectly delicious dinner, the
best we have had in any Japanese house. It began with the head
of a wild boar served as kors d'ceuvres with the cocktails and included
a delicious salmon and a Manchurian wild turkey, the meat of
which is the colour of venison and even more gamy. After dinner
one of the sons played the xylophone, accompanied on the piano